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we held services at the " poorhouse" every Sun-
day. Short exhortations with prayers and the sing-
ing of hymns composed the service, and I remember
that one day, in giving out a hymn in long metre,
I started it to a short metre tune, and had to go
through it alone, the ladies whose business was the
musical part of the service not being able to accom-
modate their measure to my leading. I made my
solo as short as possible, and finished with the ill-
suppressed giggling of the girls, but my audience
of poor cripples and weak-minded were equally im-
pressed.

No doubt the struggles with Festus and my athe-
istic friend, and the partial influence of the ambient,
the sincere piety of the old doctor, which domi-
nated the life of the college, helped to strengthen
the reaffirmation of my orthodox Christianity, and,
for several years after, I had no more question of
the divine authority of the tenets of our church,
including the Seventh Day Sabbath, than I had of
the laws of nature; but the truly spiritual character
of my mother's religion saved me from becoming
a bigot. If I had been trained in the dogmas of
Christianity, I have no doubt I should have then
become an atheist. Nor was I a prig. I must con-
fess that I enjoyed the occasional larks in which my
classmates sometimes led and sometimes followed
me, as well as any of them. Our Greek professor,
Doctor R., was a bit of a snob, and the plebeians of
the class, much the largest part, always held him
in ill will; and as his garden bordered on our section,and two or three young ladies of the cityantic attachment.ours. I
